self desperately trying to make conversation to
stranger. Richard didn't help me. I asked him
he was, whether he was glad to see me, how he liked hi
job. He answered morosely in single sentences and in-
quired almost as an afterthought how I had enjoyed the
voyage. Before his cold irresponsiveness the spring oi
gaiety with which I had been waiting to hail him froze.
He stood by silently as Malay porters piled my baggage
into his large blue car. I wished I was back in the boat
again. I didn't understand.
Over the hotel breakfast table at Kuala Lumpur,
Richard attempted to recover his old vein of schoolboy
cheerfulness. But I could see the jokes ponderously
gathering behind his forehead. He didn't expect them
to succeed, and as soon as they had left his lips they
extinguished themselves in silence. We climbed mutely
into the car again for the eighty-mile drive to our home*
I nearly burst into hysterical laughter at the contrast
between the abounding life of the country and the
deadness within us both. The road twisted through
acres of brilliant green rice-fields, where patches of
muddy water, discoloured with wash from the tin-
mines, glistened in the gathering heat. Fat grey Ker-
baus wallowed in pools of slime at the roadside, almost
obliterated in mud but for a crumpled pair of horns
and a mangy tail. Cows and bulls, bleating calves with
tinkling bells round their necks, drifted aimlessly across
our path till the shrill voice of a Tamil herdsman re-
called them to safety. Pariah dogs rose, scratched a
flea and dragged their emaciated limbs a few yards
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